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THE FAIRY’S PLAN 
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Said a dainty little fairy, 


To a dusky little brownie, 
“Oh! let us find a ship and sail away!” 
Said the dusky little brownie, 
To the dainty little fairy, 
“Why would you have us take a trip, I pray >” 


Said the dainty little fairy, 
To the dusky little brownie, 
“Oh! don’t you see there’s good that we might do. 
We would gather people’s troubles, 
And turn them into bubbles; 
We could make the world quite happy—just we 
two.” 


So the dainty little fairy 
And the dusky little brownie 
Eailed all about—just doing kindly deeds, 
And they scattered drops of gladness, 
Over spots once dark with sadness; 
“Kind acts,” said they, “are what this old world 
needs.” 
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LUCY KELLERHOUSE AT UNITY 


Kansas City, Mo., September /4th. 
el. | EAR Wees,. whose surname is Wisdom—Here 


f I am at Unity, the home of WEE WIsDom. 

Y It is a long way across country from the beau- 

1 (|| tiful White City of Washington, where the 

president and I live; yet after all, when one has 

traveled it so often in thought, it seems quite 

easy and natural to take the train and whiz 

over a few states to dear old Missouri, rumble 

over the river into Kansas City, and bring up with a bump 
at Unity Building. 

This bright September morning I found myself, not 
down in the dumps, but down on the first floor of the new 
Unity Building, where the printer-man gives WEE WISDOM 
the form in which she comes to you. Talk about thought! 
When I saw Alex. at his linotype machine, touching, touch- 
ing, touching lightly with his wonderful fingers, and lo! .the 
line of type was created! Yes, everything is wonderful, 
the power of thought, and the great machines that thought 
plans and the hands create to do our bidding. The type 
simply dance around on their alloted way through the magic 
machine, obeying one touch of the finger. Yes, WEE WiIs- 
DOM is pretty lively before she comes to you, so staid in her 
little gown of print. 

I was almost glad to get out of that weirdly wonderful 
printing room, and catch my breath in the open air of the 
garden. The flowers were growing so slowly in the warm 
sunlight, and yet I knew that the same marvel of growth was 
going on within them, silent and unseen, responsive to the 
touch of God’s finger on the universe. 

From the garden I mounted to the sanctum of Ye 
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and her brighter face, working for you and working for me. 
And I said to her, “Don’t ever give up the children. 
Blanche is all right, and Royal is all right—but don’t you 
give up the Wees!” 

Well, I think that she understands you better than 
most of us who try. 

Blanche comes in pretty close, though. It’s not my 
fault that I do not see her today, but she simply isn’t in her 
corner. 

And so I shall have to tell you about Royal. Now, 
Wees, I knew Royal when he was a Wee, only you better 
not tell him so—he is so big and strong now, heart and all. 

So here we all are, getting something ready to go 
downstairs to Alex., who will take our thoughts, and all the 
dear little thoughts that you have sent along to meet and 
greet Us ; and he will give them “‘a local habitation and a 
name. 

Dear Wees, you and I have known each other a long 
time, ever since you were born, though you don’t remember. 
You are still Wees, and may you always be children in 
heart. Why, here am I, ever so much old than WEE Wis- 
DOM, and yet I love to read her little stories still. Keep 
young in heart. The virtues of childhood are love, sim- 
plicity, joyfulness—ah, they are the flowers that bloom to 
keep the old world young. Grow up, but don’t let your 
heart grow old; and remember that “Ye are of God, little 
children. Greater is He that is in you than he that is in 
the world.”” Yours in perpetual youth, 


Lucy C. Kellerhouse. 


THE ADVENTURES OF A BALLOON 


Frances Younc’s “Make-Believe” Story 


AM a toy balloon. I once belonged to Royal, 
secretary of the Boosters, but now I belong to 
Elnora Batey, a sweet little five-year-old child, 
who is now at a summer resort on a northern 
lake. Her mother and father are planning to 
go south for the winter and I expect Elnora 
will take me with her, as she loves me so much. 

This is how it happened: Royal took me 
down to the beach with him, and he and Wee Adrian tied 
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a stick to me instead of a string and then let go of it, so that 
the wind carried me right out over the water. The waves 
tried to catch me, but they couldn’t, so I floated on and on 
and on. Once my journey almost ended, for a great whale 
jumped at me, probably thinking that I was good to eat, 
and he surely would have gotten me if a gust of wind had 
not come along and lifted me out of his reach. My! but I 
was frightened, but I gradually recovered my courage and 
began to look around me. 

Not much happened for a while, except the passing 
of a flock of birds overhead and the flopping out and in 
the water by fishes. Then a great steamship passed. Some 
children on board noticed me and pointed me out to their 
parents. I was still quite near the water and they could see 
me plainly, as plainly as I could see them. I watched until 
I could see them no more, then I turned to see what was 
going on around me. 

I had been steadily rising, and I found myself now 
above a little island. Between a clump of trees and the 
shore, on a carpet of green moss, knelt a little boy and 
girl who loved each other. They were both extremely 
pretty, with long golden curls, and each was clad in a white 
garment reaching to the knees and fastened at the shoulders 
with a clasp. It was a pretty sight. I floated on with a 
feeling of content. I believed then and still do believe that 
no one has seen a prettier sight than those two such loving, 
beautiful children. 

Then the wind began blowing me nearer the waves. 
I looked down and almost directly below me I saw a small 
boat tossing about in the waves and in it a little boy was 
sleeping. There was no land in sight and I was wondering 
how he happened to be in a small boat like that all alone. 

hen he awoke, he looked around in surprise at his sur- 
roundings, and then began crying for his mother. Then he 
noticed me and I was quite near the boat, so he managed to 
grasp the stick I was tied to. I diverted his attention for a 
little while, but then he began crying again, partly for his 
mother and partly because he was hungry, but at last he 
fell asleep. A nice little breeze came up at that moment 
and invited me to go with it; but though I wanted to very 
much, I decided to stay with the little boy. The breeze 
noticed the little boy just then and promised that he would 


‘ 
| 


4 WEE WISDOM 


ask all the other winds not to make the waves around the 
boat angry. In a little while the breeze came back and 
told me that the other winds had promised, so I was easier 
about the boy’s safety after that. 

It seemed as if we waited for days before help came, 
but I do not suppose it was really that long. I do not need 
food, as you know, but Harold did, and he had finished the 
last of some biscuits he had with him, his last meal, and was 
getting pretty faint. 

The wind was toward us and we suddenly heard a 
very faint “‘chug-chug.” It gradually increased until we 
saw a motor boat appear and it came rapidly toward us. 
My companion had barely strength enough to fasten a white 
cloth and me to a pole in the boat. The people in the 
motor boat saw the signal, however, and picked us up. The 
captain was luckily a friend of the boy’s father and took 
Harold immediately to his home. As soon as Harold was 
well, he gave me to his cousin, Elnora, in whose hands I 
have remained ever since. 


DELIA’S CLUB 


EvizasetH E. Pettincer 
Part V 


| HE excitement of beginning school, interest in 
the new building and new teachers almost 
crowded out the Four Leaf Clover Club from 
the minds of the members for nearly a month. 
As September rolled into October, however, 
the club reasserted itself once more and Delia 
asked May during arithmetic recitation, 
(which of course she shouldn’t have done), 
““What are we going to do next club meeting?” 

““Don’t know, do you?” was whispered back. There 
was a twang of frost in the air, the leaves were purple and 
gold and the sky as blue and clear as a day in June. It 
gave one the desire to get out and tramp the woods, climb 
to the top of a mountain and shout as loud as one’s lungs 
could expand and voice could carry! 

Annd that very day each member received through the 
mail a most mysterious letter. It read: 

“Hush! Come at the mystic hour of ten o'clock 


; 
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Saturday morning. Meet me at the old hollow stump at 
the edge of Guye’s woods. Bring a basket of lunch and be 
not late by so much as two minutes.” A. Goozilwamp. 

Down in the corner of the paper was drawn a tiny four 
leaf clover, so each one knew, or guessed, that ‘““A. Goozil- 
wamp” must be one Gertrude Mitchell bent upon a day’s 
frolic with the club. 

At ten o’clock sharp, and not a moment later, gathered 
about the old hollow stump every member of the club with 
baskets well packed, and off they started for hazelnuts. 

But they were too late for the nuts! True, they 
found a few stray ones here and there, but so few they 
were scarcely worth taking home, so at noon when the lunch 
baskets were unpacked the nuts were cracked and eaten. 

As they sat about on logs, by the side of a rippling, 
splashing brooklet, eating their goodies and talking over 
their morning’s hunt, one of them remarked, “It must have 
been an awful poor year for nuts; I wonder why?” 

In the tree above her nestled Mr. Squirrel, safe in 
the hollow of a dead limb, and tucked away far beneath him 
in a hole hollowed out for the purpose, was a store of rich 
mellow hazelnuts he had gathered with much diligent work, 
and many friskings of his bushy tail. At the remark con- 
cerning the poor year for nuts he could keep quiet no longer 
and laughed so hard he nearly fell out on the head of the 
speaker. 

All the girls looked up in surprise and delight. ‘‘Oh! 
listen to the squirrel chattering,” they exclaimed, but it was 
Delia who understood and announced, “Oh, girls! there’s 
where all our nuts have gone—the squirrels got in ahead of 
us!” 

“*‘Our nuts,” indeed,”” chattered Mr. Squirrel as the 
girls gathered up their things and started for home. 


(To be continued.) 


“Wear a smile on your face, 
Keep a laugh in your heart, 
Let your lips bubble over with song; 
*Twill lighten your load 
As you travel life’s road, 
And help other trav’lers dapted. 


WEE WISDOM 


ROYAL, SECRETARY 


, then radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the 
world. 

Motto—Love never faileth 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


UST what do you suppose! The Unity 
Boosters have been reorganized, and we have 
meetings once a month and pretty soon we shall 
have a meeting and a party every month. The 
Unity Boosters are a real live crowd, and 
Maud has been elected their secretary. She 
will keep you informed of just what they are 
doing. Blanche and I meet with them and tell 
them stories and help in the business, but pretty soon they 
will be able to handle their business themselves. They are 
chuck full of good things they have been able to do. You 
should see the bright faces and the happy smiles which are 
— at every club meeting. Maud’s report will be found 
ow: 

Have you been out in the woods lately? Every road 
is lined with goldenrod and beautiful yellow daisies and blue 
flowers. The orchards are full of pears and apples and 
grapes, and in the woods are redhaws, pawpaws and wild 
grapes and elderberries. Pretty soon we shall have persim- 
mons, too. In a couple of weeks we shall have walnuts, 
hickory nuts and all the other bounties of nature. 

Last Sunday I went for a ride in little Henry (Ford) 
and we found lots and lots of pawpaws and wild grapes 
and redhaws. Did you ever eat a pawpaw? It is a little 
bit like a banana, and is ever so rich and sweet inside. The 
roads about here are lined with pawpaw trees. Persimmons 
are like sugar plums after the frost, but until they have been 
frosted they pucker your mouth so you can hardly talk. 

I shall tell you more about the wild things next month. 
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Won't some of the Boosters tell us about the wild fruits 
and nuts which grow around their home? I know that the 
Boosters would enjoy hearing about the different things 
which grow in the different parts of the country. 

The Unity Boosters are going to have a nutting party 
and also a Halloween party, and you just ought to see’ the 
good things which they are doing for everyone. 

I am expecting lots of Booster reports for the Novem- 
ber meeting and hope that you will see that your secretaries 
get them in on time. ROYAL. 


Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear Wee Wispom—The Unity Sunday School wishes to tell 
you that they have a Booster Club that has nineteen members, whose 
names are given below. Mr. Royal Fillmore read stories to us this 
time. Respectfully, Maud Beeman, Sec. 

Officers: Carl Holmes, president; Maud Beeman, secretary and 
treasurer; Roberta January, sergeant at arms; Wynoma Reese, sergeant 
at arms. 

Curtis Haseltine, Helen Stevenson, Lawrence McElhinny, 
Dorothea Barnell, Jack Correll, Isabel Stoneman, Rebecca Curtis, 
Hester Meek, Alva Reese, Blanche McElhinny, Edna McElhinny, 
David Earhart, Ralph Gardner, Vera McCue, Esther Burr. 


West Branch, Mich. 

‘Dear Mr. Royal—We certainly had a good time the last time 
we met. We had a fine supper on the lawn, and then a party in the 
evening. It was a sort of a reunion, too, because Mamie Towner 
was back from Detroit and another Booster was here that hasn't been 
with us for a long time. He is more ready now to settle things the 
Jesus way and begged mother’s pardon for the way he acted in the 
club. He wanted her to come up and heal him last June, and said 
he was sorry for what he had done. So she gave him a kiss of peace 
and healed him and everything has been all right ever since. School 
begins next Monday and it is going to make me hustle to take the cows 
out to the pasture mornings and get back in time for school. Virginia 
is in the eighth and I am in the sixth grade this year. So we will be 
in the same room and have the same teachers for the first time since 
we have been going. We are speaking words of Truth for a woman 
who is sick in bed, and the doctors can’t do any more for her. She 
began to get better the very first treatment we gave her, and believes 
she is going to get well now. I was down today and took her some 
blackberries and read her something out of Weekly Unity about not 
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worrying, and she liked it very much and said she knew it was true. 
It is time for me to go away now, so goodbye. 


I. H. S. Crus, Ernest Balizell, Sec. 


Colorado City, Colo. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I would like to join the Booster Club. I am 
a little boy, four years and nine months young. I learned by heart 
the prayer sent in by Roberta January. I inclose fifteen cents for 
a Booster pin. Yours truly, Karl Quentin Roberts, per mother. 


San Francisco, Cal. 

Dear Wee Wispom—lIt is some time since you have heard from 

me, but | am still very interested in you and I want you to continue 

coming to my address, so I am inclosing your carfare for another year. 

This time I am bringing to you a fine new Booster who I know you 

will love because he is always radi- 

ating sunshine. I am _ inclosing his 

picture so you can all see what a 

fine fellow he is. His name is Dean 

Johnson Longfellow and he is four 

and one-half years young. And 

just think! Dean is making a tour of 

our big United States with his papa 

and mamma, so take a good look at 

him, for he may visit your city, and 

if you see him, wearing his monkey 

pin, just speak to him, for he says 

he will take a look at little boys and 

girls to see if they wear any pins 

like his. Dean’s papa is a Red 

Cross official and teaches life saving 

by lecturing and demonstrating in the different cities. So if you hap- 

pen to see a great big man with a Red Cross emblem on his sleeve 

and a chubby little fat boy wearing a bright shining monkey pin, that 

is Dean J. L., our new wee Booster. You will hear again from him and 

I know you will all give him a happy welcome. With love and best 
thoughts for you all, 1 am always one with you, 

Donald Valentine Strandberg. 


Dallas, Texas 
Dear Boosters—Isn't it fun to be a Booster! Myself and four 
others with my mother as advisory member, have recently organized; 
our secretary will tell you all about it. For our second meeting we 
went for a breakfast hike to a beautiful wood with a fine little stream 
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coming from a big spring that bubbled from under a big rock. We 
started from our place of meeting at daybreak and got to the spring 
with our baskets before sunrise. We wished all the Boosters could 
smell the early air and hear the rippling song of the water and see 
the beautiful shadows. We soon had a camp fire and were busy 
boiling eggs, slicing bread, making toast, gathering and washing water 
cress, preparing cantaloupes, and a lot of other things. My! but that 
breakfast was good! After breakfast we went wading down the 
stream. Only mother, who went along to chaperon us, and Jack 
didn’t wade. Jack often goes wading, so it wasn’t new to him 
as to the rest of us. Willie slipped his feet right from under him and 
fell into the water, but he didn’t cry. Polly said, “Love never fail- 
eth.” Soon somebody nearly said a “by-word,” and then they stopped 
and said, “Love never faileth."” Howard stubbed his toe until it bled, 
but he was a real “Golden Key” Booster (Golden Key is the name of 
our club) and waded on. We found a big flat rock with the water 
trickling round it and shadows playing on it, so Virginia, our president, 
and Polly our secretary, danced a fairy dance, and we really all felt 
like fairies. John kept busy finding pretty colored flowers and spying 
good trees to climb, but Willie climbed highest in a splendid cedar 
tree. We bought a thirty-pound watermelon from a passing country 
wagon, and ate, and ate, and ate, and ate, and fed the birds and 
fishes. At nine o'clock we tramped back home, all declaring we had 
had the best time ever. I am inclosing addresses for sample copies of 
Wee Wispom for Boosters and children I imagine would be interested 
in reading it. I can hardly wait for my paper to come. I am send- 
ing for a Booster pin, and when the other Boosters see it, I am sure 
they will want one too. Guess you have our secretary's report, as 
the club instructed her to write once a month, although we meet once 
a week. With love to all, Milton Stalling, Jr., with mother’s help. 


Grain Valley, Mo. 

Dear Boosters—I am writing to you to let you know how WEE 
Wispom and Unity have helped me. I was so sick before school was 
out that I had to stay at home in bed. I forgot to ask the Lord to 
help me at first. One day I felt that I must have done something very 
wrong to be sick and that I ought to ask God to help me. So | 
prayed God to help me, and before noon I was well. I hope to be a 
Booster some day before long; then I will start a club. One of my 
girl friends across the road from our house said she didn’t believe in 
your work, but I hope she will understand some day. I have had 
Wee Wispom sent to me ever since I was eight or nine years old. | 
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help my mother (who is one of your workers) and she helps me. 
Please pray for me and | will pray for all of your clubs, and hope 
some day to be one of you. Your loving friend, 

Alma Hayden; will be twelve Sunday. 


Sit. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I have had two copies of WEE Wispom and I 
like the stories and Booster letters very much. I am always waiting 
for my little book to come. I would like to organize a club, but will 
have to wait and see if the children agree with me. Inclosed you will 
find the price of one pin. Yours truly, Helen Posacker. 


Oakland, Cal. 
Wee Wispom Editor—I am writing to let you know of a little 
school that has been organized in my household. I have two little 
girls named Claudia and Dorothy. Claudia is ten years old and 
Dorothy is six-and-one-half. They have in this school one Teddy 
Bear they call Power; a large paper doll they call Patience; a little 
Red Riding Hood doll they call Harmony; Claudia’s large doll they 
call Love; a kewpie they call Wisdom; and last of all a little china 
baby-doll they call Health. They play school and every day call the 
honor list, and this is their list: Power, Patience, Harmony, Joy, 
Love, Wisdom and Health. Such vibration as goes forth in this home 

as these words are called! Yours lovingly, Mrs. Edith S. Wright. 


La Jolia, Cal. 

Dear Wees—I am renewing my subscription for WEE Wispom. 
I could not lose a number for | think it is splendid. I am sending in 
for a little friend of mine, too. She is such a nice little girl; 1 know 
she will enjoy it. She lives in San Diego, and her name is Olive 
Yelving. She was out here a few weeks ago and she and brother and 
I went over to the Biological Station. That's the place where they 
have all sorts of stuffed and living sea creatures. We all went in 
bathing the first thing. Oh! but it is dandy over there, for there isn’t 
any rocks. I forgot to say that we walked all the way, which was 
three miles. We waded in the water some of the way. When we got 
there we met a friend and went in bathing with her. You see, we live 
where we are in full view of the Pacific Ocean. I wonder how many 
of you have ever seen an ocean or a large body of water? I was 
born near the ocean, and I will never go away from it long at a time. 
We had lots of fun; we would let ourselves go when waves came in, 
and let them take us under. After we had bathed for quite a while 
we dressed and had a lovely lunch. On the way to our friend’s house 
which is on a hill, we had to climb, as it was nearly straight up and 
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down. We rested after lunch, then went down the hill and saw the 
aquarium, which disappointed me. Then we got in the buss and came 
home. I tell you, we were three mighty tired children. Yours with 
Love and Truth, a Would-be-Booster, TIleen Simpson. 


Dallas, Texas. 
Dear Wee Wispom—Here comes some Wees for recognition. 
This is our first trip, but we hope to have our monthly report in time 
each month. On August 16th we, the undersigned, met and organized 
our club. We first elected our president, then secretary, then voted 
on our club name—Golden Key Booster Club. We next discussed 
the purpose, aim and colors as told in WEE Wispom. We like them 
all fine. At each meeting after roll call, to which each responded by 
telling about some sunshine he or she had radiated, we discuss one of 
the WEE Wispom’s Sunday School lessons. Wednesday is our meet- 
ing day. However, we meet only once a month now, as school is just 
beginning. We have all received our sample copies of WEE WisDoM 
and appreciate them so much. We hope to be admitted to the list of 
Boosters and prove worthy. Yours for sunshine: Virginia Shaw, 
Jack Webster, Willie Smith, Frank Miller, Polly Reagan, Howard 

Kenser, Milton Stallings Jr., James Gayle. 
Key Booster Cius, Polly Reagan, Sec. 


Denver, Colo. 
Dear Wees—I am very much interested in little WEE Wispom. 
I love to read the stories and letters, and Blanche'’s Corner, and about 
the beauty and love of God. I would like some extra numbers to 
give to other children that will be glad to have them. I have a big 
yard and lots of flowers. We have two hives of bees, and they are 
very busy wee workers, too. I am twelve years old. I have a dog 
named Jack, and some little fuzzy chickens. Leslie P. Mercer. 


Gully Branch, Fla. 

Dear Wee Wispom—Mother gave you to me for three years on 
my last birthday and I love you and all your Wee friends. | am 
eleven years old and have a sister and brother younger. We have 
moved from Indiana to Gully Branch, Florida; a new settlement on 
the banks of the New River. Everything is lovely here and we pick 
flowers and play all day long. Sometimes I help spade the garden 
and | take in the melons for our breakfasts. We have no school here 
yet and mother says she wishes we could get a teacher who is a 
Unity student; we have concluded to ask the Spirit to supply us, so 
we are waiting for her to come. Mamma says that we will, all of us, 
pray to the Father to send some Truth people here to settle. She 
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says now is the right time for them to come and then she will be rest- 
ful about us children. Mother was very sick and we prayed to the 
Father for her health, and so she came here and got well and never 
coughed any more. This was last winter and she is well yet. Iam 
sending 15 cents for a Booster pin. I shall be so glad when it comes. 
I want to be a Truth student and learn God's laws and live. I also 
want to be a Booster. Auriel Jernberg. 

P. S.—Next time I will tell you about the alligators and the big 
fishes that are in this river—A. J. 


Faith Taylor of San Angelo, Texas, says: “I wrote 
WEE Wispom about the time she put on long dresses and 
grew up, so I did not understand her.” Faith is glad WEE 
Wispom is little again and wants her visits. Faith believes, 
“God is my Health,” and so we know she will make a 
fine Booster. 


THREE DEMONSTRATIONS 


Little Gracie encircled a group of red-cheeked apples 
which lay in her lap, with both chubby arms, while she 
shook her curly head at Ruby and said solemnly: ‘No, 
Ruby, the Law gave them to me. I demonstrated them. 
I saw the farmer’s wagon coming down the hill and I 
wanted some, and I asked God for them. The farmer’s 
hat was blown off by the wind, I ran and got it, and he 
gave me these. They are mine. He is just down the road; 
demonstrate some for yourself.” 

Arthur, an older brother of the girls, who was cutting 
the grass with a lawn mower nearby,, overheard Gracie re- 
fuse to give Ruby an apple. With a twinkle in his eyes he 
said: “Gracie, make another demonstration, that ‘It is 
more blessed to give than to receive,” ”” and slyly held out 
his hand. Mamma, who was watching the group from the 
window said, “Father, teach my little ones the Law of 
Love.” Gracie rebelled at Arthur’s quotation and hugged 
her treasures closer. Happening to glance toward the win- 
dow she caught sight of her mother’s face. Instantly aris- 
ing, she carried the apples in her apron to the house and 
dumping them in a pile on a table said: ‘Mamma, ‘vide 
*em among the whole family—a pile for papa, too,’’ and 
taking one of the largest, she ran out in the yard and gave 
it to the washerwoman who was hanging clothes on the line. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 2, OcTOBER 8 
PAUL BEFORE FELIX—Acts 24:10-21. 


GotpEN Text—Herein I also exercise myself to have a con- 
science void of offense toward God and men always.—Acts 42:16. 

The life of Paul was far from quiet or peaceful. It was turbu- 
lent in the extreme. He seemed to be in jail or about to be delivered 
from jail most of the time. That is one of the things which makes the 
study of his life of value. If is very easy to trust in God—the Good, 
when our paths run in pleasant places, but when the road begins to 
get steep and rough it is another matter. When the sun is shining and 
we have plenty of food and clothing and friends, when we have 
plenty of life and joy, it is not hard to believe that God is good, but 
if it is dark and cloudy and we seem to lack nearly everything which 
makes life worth while—what about “all is good” then? 

Well, it is still true, and such times are only a test of our faith. All 
it needs is faith to bring the sunshine back. Faith enough to stand by 
the truth in spite of appearances. 

At first glance it would seem that about the only thing of which 
Paul had plenty, was trouble. But trouble we know is not real, and 
Paul had an abundance of faith, before which all trouble vanishes. 
It made no difference to Paul how powerful or how numerous his 
accusers were, he knew that the Christ within him was more powerful 
than any outer force. Instead of getting weak and wobbly with fear 
when things seem unpleasant, let us remember that only the good is 
true. The unpleasant things are not real, they are only the result of 
untrue thoughts we have allowed in our minds. We can brush them 
all away with our faith in the good. The more we use our faith, the 
stronger it will become. The stronger our faith the more good will 
come into our lives. Let us hold firmly to our faith in God—the Good. 


Lesson 3, OcTOBER 15 
THE APPEAL TO CAESAR—Acts 25:1-12. 
GotpEN TeExt—It is enough for, the disciple that he be as his 
teacher and the servant as his Lord.—Matt. 1:25. 
For some time Paul had desired to visit Rome. He probably had 
not thought to go as a prisoner, but at least he was going. Today's 
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lesson tells how it happened. If Paul had been allowed to choose, it 
is very unlikely he would have gone as a prisoner, but he accomplished 
much good in that way which he might not have been able to accom- 
plish in any other. 

So many of us insist that our good come to us in our own way. 
We forget to say, “Not my will, but Thine be done.” Often we keep 
our good away from us because we are so determined it shall come in 
just one way. We should know that all that the Father has is ours, 
and let it come to us in the way of the Spirit. The Christ within will 
guide us aright if we are willing to follow. Paul was calm in the face 
of all this false accusation. He knew he had not sinned. If we are 
sure we have not sinned we need be afraid of nothing. We know the 
truth and when we allow ourselves to think thoughts of lack, we are 
sinning. Such sinning brings discomfort, unpleasantness, and if per- 
sisted in—death. Nothing can harm us but our own untrue thoughts. 
If we think only good, true thoughts, we will go the way of Spirit, 
never fearing, but knowing that all good is now ours. 


Lesson 4, OcTOBER 22 
PAUL’S DEFENSE BEFORE AGRIPPA—Acts 26:1, 24-32. 


TExt—I was not disobedient unto the heavenly vision. — 
Acts 26:19. 


It was not enough that Paul made his defense before Felix and 
Festus, he must now make it before Agrippa. But it was a good 
opportunity to preach the gospel, and Paul loved nothing better than 
to tell of Jesus Christ. He could have reached the people in no other 
way, so you see good often comes out of what appears to be evil. 

King Agrippa said to Paul, “Almost thou persuadest me to be a 
Christian.” In this Agrippa was not unlike many of us. We learn 
about the Truth and we are almost persuaded to live it. The reason 
some of us do not is because we are mentally lazy. We do not direct 
our thoughts. We allow our thoughts to wander in most any direction. 
That is not the way to live the Truth. We must be masters of our 
minds. We must see that only good strong thoughts enter. If weak 
thoughts slip in, we must immediately put them out and shut the door, 
filling their places with Truth, then when we need strong thoughts they 
will be there, ready to obey our commands. They will not be lost 
among a host of silly untruths. Let us now determine to be masters 
and directors of our minds, keeping them clean and free from unreal 
thoughts and full of pure, true ones. To be almost persuaded to be a 
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Christian means nothing, but to a Christian means to live according to 


the Law of the Christ within as Jesus did. 


Lesson 5, OcTOBER 29 
THE VOYAGE.—Acts 27:13-26. 
GoLpEN Text——Commit thy way unto Jehovah; trust also in 
him and he will bring it to pass—Psalms 37:5. 


In the days of Paul the ships were neither built nor equipped as 
they are today. They were entirely dependent on favorable winds. 

Paul was warned from within of the shipwrecks and tried to tell 
the officers of the ship, but they would not listen. When the storm 
came they were all very much frightened. If they had been willing 
to be led of the Spirit they would never have encountered the storm. 
However, they did not believe in the Christ within. Paul was not dis- 
turbed, for the Inner Voice had told him that all the lives would be 
saved. Paul believed and was not afraid. That is the sort of faith 
we should all develop. The only way our faith will grow is by use. 
If we listen to the inner voice constantly and obey it our faith will 
grow daily. The more we live the Truth, the more sure we become 
of its power. Then in times of stress we will be poised and peaceful 
—knowing that nothing can harm us. The Golden Text says, “Commit 
thy way unto Jehovah, trust also in him and he will bring it to pass.” 
We do not need to worry and strive. It is not necessary to struggle if 
we just trust Jehovah, which means God or Good. Paul did this and 
was not afraid of the storm. If we do it we will not be afraid of 
life, but will know that we are guided and protected by infinite Love 
and Wisdom. 


Lesson 6, NOVEMBER 5 
SHIPWRECKED ON MELITA. (MALTA)—Acts 27:38- 
44; 28:1-4. 

GotpeN Text—Jehovah redeemed the soul of his servants, and 
none of them that take refuge in him shall be confounded.—Ps. 34:22. 

Through all the lessons of this month and last, runs the thread 
of Paul's great faith. It is inspiring and uplifting to read how, under 
all difficulties, Paul was calm and unafraid because of his faith in the 
Christ within. Even the shipwreck did not disturb him for he knew 
that he was protected by Jehovah. 

Now after the storm, when they had landed on the island of 
Melita, the people who lived on the island were very kind to them. 
They built a fire to get them dry and warm. When Paul gathered a 
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bundle of sticks and laid them on the fire, a viper came up out of the 
heat and fastened on his hand. All the barbarians expected to see 
the hand swell and Paul drop dead, for the snake was a poisonous one, 
but Paul merely shook the viper off into the fire and no harm came to 
him from it. The Barbarians thought he must be a God. However, it 
was all according to the Law. Paul was living in harmony with God's 
Law and nothing could harm him. When we say, “There is nothing 
to fear, for God is here,” it is no mere repetition of words. It is a 
great Truth. If we think and live God in every part of our bodies, 
no harm will come near us. We are surrounded with a power greater 
than anything in the world. Wouldn't it be worth while to develop a 
faith like Paul's, which would carry us safely through all the days? 
The way to begin is to be still and know “that ] Am God.” 


BLANCHE’S CORNER 


It looks like Blanche and Curtis 
have been so busy with the camping- 
out-life, or something, that they’ve just 
taken time to slip into their corner with 
this invitation for us to join them. 
What say you2>—YE EpiTor. 


THE CAMP FIRE 


Curtis’ Invitation 


Our folks is goin’ out tonight 
And build a fire Our folks is goin’ out tonight 
Away up high, And cook some stuff. 
Most to the sky, I'll have some corn 
Or maybe higher. Sure’s you're born 
If they’s a-nuff. 
Our folks is goin’ out tonight, 
They are—sure thing. Our folks is goin’ out tonight, 
When all is still Come on along! 
We'll eat our fill And smell the fall 
An’ then we'll sing. And eat—an’ all, 
And sing a song. 
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THE BIRD’S SONG 
Listen, my boy; I’ve a word for you; 
And this is the word: Be true! be true! 


At work or at play, in darkness or light, 
Be true, be true, and stand for the right. 


List, little girl; I’ve a word for you; 

*Tis the very same: Be true! be true! 

For the truth is the sun and falsehood the night; 

Be true, little maid, and stand for the right. 
—Selected. 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for I have many good things in 
store for you, but of course I cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 

Yours in Love and Truth. 

WEE WISDOM, 917 Tracy Ave., Kansas. City, Mo. 


Wee 


OUR MAGIC PILLOWS 


MORNING 


I'm full of joy, 
and everything 


ust makes me want 
to laugh and sing, 


NIGHT 


\ blanket 

Peace folds me 
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